Was't not enough that thou didst hazard us

To paths in love so dark and dangerous,

And those so ambush'd round with household spies,

And over aU thy husband's tow'ring eyes

Inflamed with th'ugly sweat of jealousy,

Yet went we not still on in constancy ?

Have we for this kept guards, like spy o'er spy ?

Had correspondence whilst the foe stood by ?

Stol'n (more to sweeten them) our many blisses

Of meetings, conference, embracements, kisses ?

Shadow'd with negligence our best respects ?

Varied out language through all dialects

Of becks, winks, looks, and often under boards

Spoke dialogues with our feet far from our words 1

Have we prov'd all the secrets of our art,

Yea, thy pale inwards and thy panting heart!

And after all this passed Purgatory,

Must sad divorce make us the vulgar story ?

First let our eyes be riveted quite through

Our turning brains and both our lips grow to:

Let our arms clasp like ivy, and our fear

Freeze us together, that we may stick here;

Till Fortune, that would ruin us with the deed,

Strain his eyes open, and yet make them bleed.

116